Forgive me, love, if always, everywhere,

I drink, a never satiated feaster,
upon your presence, fearing, while I dare,

like any servant to displease his master*
The more I fear your beauty, the less I bear

to shun my heart's recurrent sweet disaster,
and still I hide to be from death's despair

a thousand times through love reborn the faster*
How often have I sworn your sight to quit,

forsworn as often as the oath was taken,

poor bird returning helpless to the lime.
Nor call me therefore cheat or hypocrite*

To woo one's terror, and to love forsaken

were love's true witness from the birth of time*
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